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replied; "your little soldier boy with his
nickel-plated bicycle only makes me grin,"
and I grinned.

"You are unpardonable," he cried, "un-
pardonable, and in your soul you know that
all the weight of argument is on my side. In
your soul you must know it. What is the food
of passion, Frank, but beauty, beauty alone,
beauty always, and in beauty of form and
vigour of life there is no comparison. If you
loved beauty as intensely as I do, you would
feel as I feel. It is beauty which gives me joy,
makes me drunk as .with wine, blind with
insatiable desire....."